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XL

Unwillingly himself he address'd,

To do his master's high behest:

He lifted up the living corse,

And laid it on the weary horse ;                       130

He led him* into Branksome Hall,

Before the beards of the warders all;

And each did after swear and say,

There only pass'd a wain of hay.

He took him to Lord David's tower,                 135

Even to the Ladye's secret bower;

And, but that stronger spells were spread,

And the door might not be opened,

He had laid him on her very bed.

Whate'er he did of gramarye,                            140

Was always done maliciously;

He flung the warrior on the ground,

And the blood well'd freshly from the wound.

XII.

As he repass'd the outer court,

He spied the fair young child at sport:            145

He thought to train him to the wood;

For, at a word, be it understood,

He was always for ill, and never for good.

Seem'd to the boy, some comrade gay

Led him forth to the woods to play;                150

On the drawbridge the warders stout

Saw a terrier and lurcher passing out.

XIIL

He led the boy o'er bank and fell,
Until they came to a woodland brook;

The running stream dissolved the spell,             155

And his own elvish shape he took.

Could he have had his pleasure vilde,

He had crippled the joints of the noble child;